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ELCHO  CASTLE; 


O  R, 


EDMUND  9§  VELINA 


r>  Tcend  from  thy  wall,  harp  of  Cona,  with  thy  voices 
three  \  Come  with  that  which  kindles  the  paH: :  Rear  the 
forms  of  old,  on  their  own  dark  brown  years  ! 

OSSIAN. 


S  T  I  R  L  I  N  G  I 

Pk!?^TED  AND  SoLD  BY  Co  RaNDAiL^ 


JPLCHO  CASTLE  is  fttuated  in  Straihearn^ 
upon  the  river  Tay,  a  few  miles  below  the 
T own  of  Perth  ;  and  is  now  the  property  of  the 
Earl  of  Wemyfs. 

It  is  frequently  mentioned  by  blind  Harry  ^  in 
his  life  of  Sir  William  Wallace  ;  and  in  thefe 
daysy  7nujl  have  been  a  place  of  confiderable 
flrength. 

Its  romantic  fiiuation^  the  magnificence  of  its 
building  J  its  fpacious  halls  and  antiquity^  fug" 
gefted  it  to  the  author  of  the  following  little  piece  ^ 
as  being  a  place  well  fuitedy  for  laying  the  fcene 
ef  a  Tale  of  Fancy  ^ 


ELCHO  CATTLE. 


WASH'D  by  the  rolling  ftreams  of  Xrj, 
Near  where  the  Erne  blends  \ 
With  lofty  towers  and  battlements. 
There  Elcho  Caftle  ftands. 

Where  many  doughty  Lords  have  dwelt 

\ti  Chivalry  renown'd, 
Who,  in  their  Country's  caule  could  bruik 

A  fore,  or  deadly  wound. 

Lord  Bertram  own'd  thefe  (lately  halls, 

Lord  Bertram,  who'd  defend 
The  poor  man  'gainft  oppreflions  arm, 

And  ftand  his  fteady  friend. 

He  wedded,  when  in  early  life. 

Sweet  Eleonor  the  fair, 
Fam'd  for  the  beauties  of  her  face. 

And  for  her  virtues  rare. 

This  peerlefs  fair,  admir'd  by  all, 

In  mutual  love  did  live ; 
Indulgent  heaven  had  pour'd  a  liore^ 

Yet,  had  one  boon  to  give. 

No  oftspring  they,  to  grace  their  board. 

The  fource  of  future  hope. 
To  cheer  the  gloomy  eve  of  age. 

When  they  to  earth  muft  drop- 


But,  who's  a  right,  to  claim  frbm  Heav'a 

More  than  it  would  beftow 
Oft,  what  appears  to  us  a  blifs. 

Is  fource  of  future  woe. 

Yet  Heaven  was  pleas'd  that  boon  to  grant, 

To  blefs  this  happy  pair ; 
In  time  was  born ;— in  time  grew  up 

A  lovely  daughter  fair. 

Her  father  and  her  mother's  worth 

Was  planted  in  her  breaft, 
And  on  Velina's  lovely  form 

Her  mother's  was  impreft. 

And  many  Lords,  in  courteous  ftyle, 

Did  her  affection  crave  ; 
But,  none  did  ever  gain  her  love, 

Save  Edmund  young  and  brave. 

He  often  had  v/ith  Bertram  fought. 

When  Gotland  was  oppreft  j 
And  he,  to  Elcho's  ftately  halis. 

Was  ftiil  a  welcome  gueft. 

His  birth  unknown,  and  dire  the  fate, 

That  kept  his  birth  obicure  ; 
Perhaps,  fome  Knight  or  Lordling  born, 

Though  then  dependant,  poor. 

A  hand  feme  form,  a  gen'rous  foul, 

Stor'd  with  eachmaniy  grace, 
Where  courage,  mercy,  friendfhip  fhar'd 

Alike  in  it  a  place. 

He  woo'd  Velina's  tender  heart. 

In  vain  he  did  not  woo  ; 
And  oft,  by  mutual  plighted  faith, 

Each  vow'd  they  would  be  true. 


Oft,  did  they  ftray  the  verdant  mead> 

Or  fought  the  fliady  grove. 
And  every  moment  as  it  pafs'd. 

They  thought  and  talk'd  of  love. 

But  as  they  lov'd,  them  prudence  bade, 

Their  mutual  paflion  hide  ; 
Though  Edmund  found  Lord  Bertram  kind, 

He  knew  his  lordly  pride* 

But  all  their  care  could  not  deceive 

Lord  Bertram*s  watchful  eye ; 
He  faw  the  tender  glance  that  pals'd  ; 

And  mark'd  the  love-fick  figh ; 

He  faw  the  anxious  wifh  they  had, 

The  fecret  bower  to  feek ; 
And  mark'd  the  rofe  that  whilom  bloom'd, 

Fade  on  Velina*s  cheek  *. 

Thus,  foon,  he  fear/d,  his  flattVing  hopes 

Of  an  alliance  great, 
With  fome  rich  Lord  in  wealth  and  power. 

Would  meet  abortive  fate. 

One  day,  he  Edmund  drew  afide. 

While  rage  his  face  expref^'d  ^ 
And  in  a  ftyle  he  feldom  usM, 

He  thus  the  youth  addrefs'd  ; 

"  Perfidious  wretch  !  is't  thus  that  thoi-^ 
"  My  friendQilp  doft  repay  ? 
To  ftealmy  daygnter^'rom  my  arm, 
"  My  confidence  befei'ay  ; 


Mark'd  the  rofes  as  they  withcrM 

Fall  on  Jeanic^  lovely  face  M'Niel. 


Thou  upftart  vile !  who  lately  tolFd^ 
To  gain  a  fcanty  bread  ; 
<r  I  took  thee  from  thy  wretched  Cot, 
Now  by  my  bounty  fed. 

«  Begone  !  and  inftant  leave  my  dome^ 
Nor  tempt  my  vengeance  dread  j 
Which,  if  thy  merits  Vd  requite, 
"  rd  pour  upon  thy  head. 

Begone  !" — then  inftantly  withdrew, 
"      wretch y  an  upjl art  vile  ^ — 
Edmund  repeated,  while  his  breaft 
With  grief  and  pride  did  boil. 

Had  any  but  Lord  Bertram  darM, 

Him,  with  fuch  names  to  brand  ; 
Longer  muft  needs  have  been  his  fword, 

More  dext'rous  far  his  hand. 

/  took  thee  from  thy  wretched  Cot  /" — » 
«  Curs'd  be  the  fatal  day. 
That  e'er  from  that  contented  Cot, 
«^  Firft  caused  my  fteps  to  ftray 

He  faid — then  fought  Velina's  bower. 

And  found  the  maid  alone, 
Whom,  Bertram  fir'd  with  rage,  had  left. 

And  told  what  he  had  done. 

<^  Spare  *  fpare     fhe  cried,     Oh  !  Edmund  fpare 
My  fick,  my  broken  heart ; 
Forbear  to  fay  the  word — Adieu  I 
<^  Since  now,  that  we  muft  part. 

Away  !  and  leave  thefe  halls  I  ha  te. 
<^  Bereft  of  all  I  lov'd  ; 
And  oh!  forget,  my  Edmund  dear, 
I  e'er  thy  fuit  approved. 


<    7  ) 
For  foon,  I  fear,  I  will  refjgn 
«  This  ficken'd  Icafe  of  life  ; 
"  Or  fhould  I  live,  it  never  fhall, 
To  be,  but  Edmund's  wife. 

"  Away  \  and  when  a  diftant  fpace. 
Thy  love  from  thee  removes  ^ 
In  ev'ry  fun-beam  fee  her  fmile, 
"  Hear  on  each  breeze— Si6^  /^ws. 

Nor  time,  nor  fate  (hall  change  my  love. 

Thy  abfenfe  I  will  mourn, 
Till  time  and  fate  with  cru'lty  tir'd. 

Shall  bid  my  love  return. 

"  But  e'er  you  go,  thee  I  conjure. 

To  tell  the  tale  you  fliun 
"  By  all  I've  learnt,  by  all  I  fee, 
"  Thou  art  not  Edgebert's  fon. 

"  Do  not  refufe,  but  to  thy  love, 

"  This  fecret  pray  impart ; 
"  If  full  of  woe,  'twill  well  befit 

"  Her  fick,  her  broken  heart.'' 

Since  you  demand,"  the  youth  reply'd, 
"  The  ftory  I  will  give, 
E'er  now  I  would,  but  fear'd  you'd  think, 
'Twas  meant  but  to  deceive. 

"  Already,  my  Velina  knows, 
"  How  Edmund  was  employ'd, 

"  E'er  glory  and  the  din  of  arms, 
"  Him  from  his  Cot  decoy'd ; 

How  chearful  he  with  Edgebert  toll'd, 
^«  And  carelefs  drew  the  net ; 
The  fifli  we  caught  fupplied  our  wants, 
For  thefe,  they  were  not  great. 


One  morn,  he  caird  me  from  the  hut, 
Edmund,  fays  he,  behold 
«^  Thefe  glittering  fpears,  thefe  bronzied  {hields, 
*^  Now  borne  by  warriors  bold. 

See  J  where  they  wind  their  flipp'ry  path^ 
Mid  crags  bedrench'd  with  fnow  :— 
"  This  is  the  band,  Lord  Bertram  leads 
Againft  our  Englifh  foe.— 

'Tis  glory,  and  his  Country's  caufe, 
<^  That  calls  him  to  the  field  ; 
And  many  a  corpfe  fhall  lye  in  blood, 
<^  E'er  Elcho's  Lord  will  yield. 

While  thus  he  fpoke^  I  felt  my  breaft^ 

With  heat  unufual  fir'd ; 
To  feek  for  glory  in  the  field. 

Of  Edgebert  I  requir'd. 

Yes  go,  he  faid,  but  Edmund,  I 
"  A  fecret  will  impart, 
<^  Which  oft  hath  fiU'd  with  tears  my  eyes, 
*f  With  grief  my  aged  heart. 

<^  One  morn,  as  on  the  beach  I  ftood. 
And  trim'd  my  little  boat, 
Some  diftant  groans,  borne  on  the  breeze, 
<^  As  from  the  fea  were  brought. 

I  liften'd, — then  they  died  away, 

"  Now  heard, — they  died  again  ; 

In  vain  my  eyes  fought  through  the  mift 

"  That  hung  upon  the  main. 

<^  But  as  the  breeze  began  to  calm, 
<f  The  groans  again  I  heard  5 
And  flowly,  as  the  mift  withdrew, 
<^  A  floatirig  wreck  appeared. 


Then  quickly  from  the  beach,  I  lauh^h^d 
<^  Into  the  fea,  my  boat  ; 
«  And  'gainft  the  waves,  ftill  rolling  high, 
With  lufty  ftrokes  I  fought. 

At  length,  the  floating  wreck  I  reached, 

And  found  a  helplefs  dame. 
Cold  were  her  hands,  and  pale  her  cheek, 
<^  Yet  liv'd  the  vital  flame  ! 

With  fpeed,  I  row'd  back  to  the  fliore, 
"  Fearful  ftie  might  expire  j 
"  I  took  her  to  my  humble  Cot.| 

"  And  rous'd  my  dying  fire.      oti  iia  %■ 

Whatever  could  tend  her  to  reftore, 
"  Annette  my  wife  applied, 
«  With  care  fhe  nurs'd  the  vital  fpark, 
To  foothe  her  woes  fhe  tried. 

Another  day,  flie  only  liv'd, 
"  Painful  was  that  day  too  ; 
«^  A  child  flie  bore,  and  then  expired  ; — 
Edmund  !  that  child  was  you. 

"  Her  tale,  there  was  no  time  to  learn, 
From  whence,  or  whither  bound  ; 
"  But  on  a  corpfe,  caft  on  the  fhore, 
"  Thefe  pictures  twain  were  found. 

«^  This  is  the  plflure  of  thy  dame, 

^«  Her  very  face  divine  ! 
*^  Edmund  !  as  ITke  as  that  clear  pool 

^«  Reflcfts  this  face  of  mine. 

*^  And  this,  the  pidlure  of  the  man, 
"  I  found  caft  on  the  fand  ! 
For  both  are  prefent  to  my  mind, 
As  if  they  there  did  ftand;*— 


Here  paus'd  the  youth,  then  from  his  pouch 

A  little  box  he  drew ; 
"  Velina !  there,  my  parents  are, 

*^  Parents,  I  never  knew 

Shew  me  the  piftures,"  Bertram  cried, 
As  to  the  bower  he  fprung  ; 
He  look'd  amaz'd— his  eye-balls  roU'd, 
His  lip  in  filence  hung. 

(Edmund  he  faw  go  to  the  bower. 

He  foUow'd  him  in  hafte ; 
And  in  a  thicket  near,  concealed. 

He  heard  all  that  had  pafs'd.) 

Edmund  !  forgive,"  Lord  Bertram  cried. 
While  on  his  neck  he  hung  ; 
Forgive  the  harfli  injurious  words, 
"  Which  rage  forc'd  from  my  tongue. 

«  This  is  my  brother's  picaure  here, 
«  Who,  half  Aefe  lands  did  own  ; 

«  And  Edmund,  now  his  right  devolves 
<^  On  you,  his  only  fon. 

•«  To  France,  he  fled  with  his  young  king, 
«  David  *  great  Bruce  now  gone  ; 

«  When  Baliol  f  back'd  by  Englifh  arms, 
«  Ufurp'dthe  Scottifh  throne.~ 

"  He  took  with  him  his  new  made  bride, 

"  Rofina,  young  and  fair  ; 
"  Time  pafs'd  away,  of  them  till  now. 
Nought  could  I  ever  hear."— 


*  I)avld  II.       t  Edward  Baliol. 


«  ^Tis  I,  that  muft  forgiv'nefs  afk  ; 

"  The  wrong  was  on  my  part 
(Edmund  reply'd)  "  that  e'er  I  dar'd 
To  woo  Vehna's  heart. 

Still  hold  the  land,  all  I  requeft, 
"  Is  fweet  Velina's  hand, 
And  foon,  the  holy  father  Rhind, 
Shall  tie  the  nuptial  band." 

Ah  !  gen'rous  youth  !  doft  thou  forgive  . 
^'  The  wrong  I  have  thee  done  ? 
«^  Ah,  would  to  Heaven  !  thou  fooner  badft 
"  Thy  birth,  to  me  made  known. 

Yes,  take  Velina  to  your  arms, 
Thee  her  I  freely  give, 
^«  May  Heaven,  its  choiceft  bleflings  pour, 
*^  And  happ'ly  may  ye  live. — 

"  This  night,  the  holy  father  Rhind 
"  Shall  tye  the  nuptial  knot ; 
And  in  the  feaft,  the  dance,  the  fong, 
All  wrongs  fhall  be  forgot. 

<^  And  half  the  lands  I  now  poflefs, 

«  To  you  fhall  be  reftorM ; 
«  This  I'll  proclaim,  the  vaflals  fhall 

"  Now  own  you  as  their  Lord.'^ 

As  when  the  fhip  by  boifl'rous  g^les, 

Is  tofled  to  and  fro  ; 
Now  mounts  on  high,  and  now  is  hid 

Deep  in  th'  abyfs  below. 

The  fails,  the  helm  do  ufelefs  prove 

^Gainfl  the  unruly  wave  ; 
Aghaft  the  mariner  doth  flaiidj 

And  dreads  a  watry  grave* 


But  fee !  the  (lorm  begins  to  calm, 

The  wifh'd  for  port  is  near. 
And  now  in  fafety  gains  the  land, 

When,  joy  takes  place  of  fear  ; 

So,  Edmund  and  Velina,  who, 

So  lately  plung'd  in  grief ; 
From  all  the  pangs  of  woe  they  felt. 

Now,  find  unhop'd  relief. 

Their  fouls  no  bounds  of  joy  do  know, 
As  through  the  crowd  they  glide, 

And  Edmund  to  the  altar  leads 
His  young  an4  blufhing  bride. 

The  feafl:  was  fpread,  and  joy  did  fmile, 
The  fhell  of  mirth  went  round  ; 

The  fong  was  rais'd,  the  fpacious  halls 
Did  echo  back  the  found. 

And  Edgebert,  to  whom  Edmund  ow'd 

His  life,  Velina,  all  5 
In  his  old  age,  a  ftielter  found, 

In  Elcho's  ftately  hall. 


